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MEMOIRS OF THE DUKE OF SAINT-SJMOK.

so convinced him that he lost from that time all his doubts,
became stedfastly attached to the Catholic religion, and strove
hard to convert to it all the Protestants with whom he spoke.
M. de Turenne, with whom he was intimately allied, was in a-
similar state of mind, and, singularly enough, his doubts were
resolved at the same time, and in exactly the same manner, as
those of M. de Lorges. The joy of the two friends, who had
both feared they should be estranged from each other when
they announced their conversion, was very great. The Com-
tesse de Roye, sister to M. de Lorges, was sorely affected at this
change, and she would not consent to see him except on condi-
tion that he never spoke of it.

M. de Lorges commanded with great distinction in Holland
and elsewhere, and at the death of M. de Turenne, took for the
time, and with great honour, his place. He was made Marechal
of France on the 21st of February, 1676, not before he had fairly
won that distinction. The remainder of his career showed his
capacity in many ways, and acquired for him the esteem of all.
His family were affected beyond measure at his loss. That
house was in truth terrible to see. Never was man so tenderly
or so universally regretted, or so worthy of being so. Besides
my own grief, I had to sustain that of Madame de Saint-Simon,
whom many times I thought I should lose. Nothing was com-
parable to the attachment she had for her father, or the tender-
ness he had for her; nothing more perfectly alike than their
hearts and their dispositions. As for me, I loved him as a
father, and he loved me as a son, with the most entire and
sweetest confidence.

About the same time died the Duchesse de Gesvres, separated
from a husband who had been the scourge of his family, and
had dissipated millions of her fortune. She was a sort of
witch, tall and lean, who walked like an ostrich. She some-
times came to Court, with the odd look and famished expres-
sion to which her husband had brought her. Virtue, wit, and
dignity distinguished her. I remember that one summer the
King took to going very often in the evening to Trianon, and
that once for all he gave permission to all the Court, men and